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"This poor ch-i-ld from raging beasts and in-famous scoundrels, Judge," remarked my bombastic friend.
"We're gentlemen, my dear; and say, get the Judge up, Colonel, and start him, and we'll all see her safe home. Damn shame, a la-dy can't walk in safety, w-without 'er body of able-bodied cit-zens to protect her! Com'er long, now, child." And he grasped my arm and pushed me gently forward.
The Colonel tipped his hat over one eye, gave a military salute, and wavered back and forth. The Judge muttered something about " Honest woman against city of New York/' and something « and costs/' and both fell to the rear.
And thus escorted by all these intoxicated old gallants, I made my mortified way up the avenue, they wobbling and sliding and stammering, and he who held my arm, I distinctly remember, recited Byron to me, and told me many times that the Judge was " a p-perfect gentleman, and so was his wife/1ery grey, and his
